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Not much was spoken. The Shereef offered me th
food himself, occasionally pointing with his finger at
what he considered a particularly good morsel Feisal
understood a little English and presently grew more
talkative. Once, when he could not make himself clear,
he called an interpreter, who spoke with a most aston-
ishing South African accent. I looked at him and
asked, "What is your name?"

"Syed Mohammed Allowey," he answered.

"Where did you learn English?*'

"I was born," said the translator, "at Mafeking in
Africa."

Naturally I wanted to know how he had come to
Mecca.

"Come to my house some time," he suggested, "and
I will tell you my story. Now we must listen to the
Shereef."

The latter grunted,  "I  am going  to  Taif  again

soon."

Hereat the Syed Mohammed Allowey whispered:
"All is well with you now. Take no notice of what
people say."

A dish of stuffed fowl went round.

"How did you become a Moslem?" inquired the
owner of the palace. I gave him an account of my
conversion in Egypt many years ago and this, being
translated, interested the spectators very much. I
should have mentioned that the meal resembled those
taken by the old French Kings, for anybody could come
and look on. Amongst those especially invited to watch